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A newly steam-ploughed field in the boggiest
parts of Cambridgeshire after a week's steady and
incessant rain, but faintly describes the condition in
which we found the road. In many places it was
entirely submerged, and we had to trust to Pro-
vidence and the yemstchik's knowledge of the road
for safety. At one place the water was well over
the hind wheels. We were not sorry to emerge on
dry land again, for we had to cross a broken-down
bridge during this aquatic interlude, when a false
move to the right or left would have precipitated
us into a ditch about ten feet deep and broad in
proportion. For the first eighteen versts it was
quite impossible to attempt a faster pace than a
walk, and several times we stuck altogether. It was
anxious work, for a loosened bolt or screw, a broken
axle, may, in Siberia, detain one for a week or more.
We had not much confidence in our yemstchik, who
could not at the most have been more than twelve
or thirteen years old, and should have fared badly
had we adhered to our original intention and started
over-night, for the horses did exactly as they liked.
What the little imp lacked in strength, however, he
made up in assurance, and waved Jiis whip about,
alternately cursing and praising liis team after the
most approved style.

The utterly inadequate number of horses kept at
each station may be said to have been one of our
chief drawbacks. Whenever, on the road, one has
the misfortune to meet the post, it is impossible,
although the mail consists, as a rule, of four or six
tarantasses at the most, to procure horses, and 51
long weary wait is the result. Sometimes, when